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Where it were friendship's schism,

Were not his Lucius long with us to tarry,
To separate these twi-
Lights, the Dioscuri;
And keep the one half from his Harry.
But fate doth so alternate the design,
Whilst that in heaven, this light on earth must shine.

IV.

THE STROPHE, OR TURN
And shine as you exalted are;
Two names of friendship, but one star:
Of hearts the union, and those not by chance
Made, or indenture, or leased out t'advance
The profits for a time.
No pleasures vain did chime,
Of rymes, or riots, at your feasts,
Orgies of drink, of greatness and of good,
That knits brave minds and manners, more than blood.

THE ANTISTROPHE, OR COUNTER-TURN

This made you first know the why

You liked, then after, to apply
That liking; and approach so one the t'other
Till either grew a portion of the other:
Each styled by his end,
The copy of his friend.

You liv'd to be the great sir-names,

And titles, by which all made claims
Unto the virtue: nothing perfect done,
But as a Gary, or a Morison.

THE EPODE, OR STAND
And such a force the fair example had,

As they that saw
The good, and durst not practise it, were glad

That such a law
Was left yet to mankind;
Where they might read and find
Friendship, indeed, was written not in words;
And with the heart, nor pen,
Of two so early men,
Whose lines her rolls were, and records:
Who, ere the first down bloomed on the chin,
Had sow'd these fruits, and got the harvest in.enged Willoughby to a
